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Tf we fee right, we fee our woes, 

Then, what avails itto have eyes ? 
From 1c Nor ance our comfort flows; 

The only wretched are the wife. 
Wearied we thould lie down in death; 

This CHEAT oF LI¥Fz would take 90 more, 
If fame were thought an empty breath, 

Or pexta but aperjured whore, 

PRIOR, 


re 
Happiness having been defined, by certain acute wits, 
the art of being adroitly deceived, perhaps, therefore, 
no order in fociety merits congratulation more, than 
that cajoled clutter of ‘* good eafy men,” whom knaves 
call dupes. Amadis de Gaul, or any other knight errant 
of old romance, muft have cordially curfed the malig- 
nant enchanter, who, by the touch of a talifman, caufed 
the gorgeous caftle to dwindle toa cot, or the wrinkles 
of a witch to mar the brow of a peerlefs damfel. The 
Dupe, whom the unrefleéting ** million” too often de- 
ride for being gulled, would have equal reafon to up- 
braid that impertinent and pretended friend, who, in 
the gameof human artifice, fhould ftand behind hischair, 
and inceffantly tell hin, that he was cheated. Although 
{ cannot agree with that eccentric orator, who har- 
rangued in praife of ignorance ; although I cannot print 
paradoxes, like Rovssgau’s, pronouncing the arts and 
{ciences ufelefs, and barbarifm a blefiing; yet I would 
fervently implore thofe gamefome genii, who delight in 
the meckery of mortals, that they would never unbind 
from my eyes that fillet, which conceals from their view, 
the foibles of the friend I refpe&, and the frailties of 
the woman Ilove. In life’s pilgrimage, curiofity muft 
be fparingly indulged: and, left dejection invade, we 
fhould net fcarcely fee, ftill lefs contemplate, the de- 
formities of ZAARA, or The Defart. One of the moft 
amiable weakneffes, as the world calls them, in my un- 
cle Toby’s charaéter, as delineated by Sterne, was that 
you might cheat him ten times a day, if nine times were 
not fufficient for your purpofe. APlian, a narrative 
Greek, records the cafe of an infane Athenian, who, 
living in a maritime town, fancied that all the veffels, 
which arrived in the haven were hisown. Horace men- 
tions likewife, a nobleman of Argos, a literary enthu- 
fiaft, a ‘* child of fancy” who, even in the vacant pit, 
fancied that he witneffed the reprefentation of fublime 
tragedies, and ‘* hearkened even to extacy.’’ Now, how 
unfortunate an officer, would unc‘e Toby have been, 


had Corporal Trim hinted at the duplicity of Bridget, 
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widow Wadman, or any of the Shandy family ; and how 
unfortunate were the frantic Athenian, and the iiluf- 
trious Argive, from whofe minds, the “dear deceit” | 
was expelled by the officious friend, and the operative ~ 
hellebore. 

I have read fomewhere, I believe in Sir Thomas 
More’s works, that the world is andone by looking at 
things at adiftance. One would fuppofe, that fo wife 
a Chancellor, would have philofophifed better than this, 
and have maintained the reverfe of the propofition. 
Happy would it have been, had his praétice militated 
with his principles. If he had furveyed the Romifh fu- 
perftion, and the caprice of the eighth Henry, ata 
diflance, if he had kneeled to the faints, without quef- 
tioning their right to be worfhipped, and obeyed the 
king, without asking wherefore, the ‘‘ rays of royal 
indignaticn,” would net have cenfumed the Chancellor, 
and he would not have paid, with his head, the price 
of too near an examination. 

The inimitable Burier, in whofe Hudibras we al- 
ways find much of the goed fenfe and truth of poetry, 
acknowledges that, 

Doubtlefs the pleafure is as great 
Of being cheated, as to cheat. 

But, he might have faid more, and affirmed that the 
fatisfaction is greater, and that the dupe is happier, than 
the knave. It is better to be the gulled fpecator of a 
puppet fhow, than the mafter juggler, who compre- 
hends the whole trick. How foolifthly conduds that 
curious impertinent, who fwears that the glittering 
crown of the theatrical monarch is nothing, but tinfel,” 
and rufhes behind the {cenes to view the actors in an un- 
drefs. For the naked tkeleton, even of delight, to 
adopt a happy phrafe of Dr. Johnfon’s, is loathfome ; 
and thofe inquifitive beings, who with to furvey every 
object ftripped of its trappings, refemble children, who 
dath their gilded toys to pieces, to know what is infide, 

In every age, inquifitivenefs has caufed many, . eager 
to take a peep, to go on their way forrowing. If our 
grand parent Eve had been content with innocent igno- 
rance, and not Aankered after thofe curfed crab apples, 
which have ‘fet the children’s teethon edge,” we fhould 
all be ** jolly fellows;” each, after rifing from the 
feaft of life, would have no reckoning, but his own, to 
difcharge. But fince the habit of tearing off the veil 
from every objeé, has grown inveterate, how many 
mifhapen monfters, have exhibited, to the curious eye, 
moit naked, and naufeous difproportion. How many 
noble, how many ecclefiaftical heads, recent from the 
guillotine, have gafped on the ground, becaufe Tom 
Paine railed at the mob for their fervility to the rul- 
ing powers, and taught them the ** Rights of Man.” 
If happy ignorancehad been our hereditary queen, no 
perfecution, civil, or religious, would have urged non- 
conforming viétims to the ftake, or the feaffold. The 





bells on St. Bartholomew’s night would net have tolled. 
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Luther would not have detaced fo many paintings, nor 
have mutilated fo many ftatues of the Romith church. 
Calvin’s profelytes would have been-a vifionary band, 
feeble and infignificant, as the madcap fhakers. Mo- 
ther Church would never have quarrelled with her daugh- 
ters for precedency. Lawn fleeves would not have been 
rent, by one fide, nor grey coats finged: threadbare by 
the other ; but all the members ef the great family’ 
would have {ung what ditties they pleafed, and perhaps, 
‘amicably joined in a general chorus of 


“ SINCE WE ARE MET, LET'S MERRY, MERRY BE 
WITHA TINKER, OR A FALLOR,” 





QRIGINAL CRITICIS Af. 
—=—_— 
ON CHURCHILL 





Is remarking onthe defecis and beauties in the perform- 
ances of eminent writers, we fhall not confine ourfelves 
to the dull formality of ftria&tmethod, butgive our ob- 
feryations immediately as they. occur. 

* And reputation bleeds in every word.’ 

This is appareatiy borrowed from Pope, who in his 
rape of the lock, fays, 

‘ And at each word a reputation dies.’ 

Thefollowing line is remarkably fine, and approaches 
much nearer than our language commonly admits of 
to the fimple majefty of Virgil. 

‘ The thunder’s fury reads the towering oak.” 

If it fhould be ahkhed, why this is fo fine a line?—~—we 
an{fwer, becaufe with great. juftnefs of thought, and 
great harmony of rhyme, it unites uncommon beauty of 
expreflion—The words are at the fame time fimple and 
poetical, familiar without. vulgarity, and fonorous 
without bombatft. 

The diétioa of Churchill, cannotalways lay claim to 
this commendation ; for we find, in the very poem 
now under review, the words, whom/foever and evermore, 
words good enough in themielves, but ufed, we believe, 
by no poet of reputation, fince the days of Sternhold 
and Hopkins. 

In his RoscrAp, the fatiriit had mentioned fome 
private anecdetes of Palmer, wholly unconneéted- with 
his profeflion ; for which, he acknowledges that he 
was juftly cenfured, and, in ewery fucceeding edition 
of that poem, took care to omit the.offenfive paflage.— 
To this circumftance he alludes, in the following lines, 
in which we dicover the marks of a uoble mind, that 
eandidly pleads guilty to the faults it had committed, 
and generoufly, throws itfelf on the mercy af a public 

tribunal. 

* But ifthe mufe, too cruel in her mith, 

With harfh reflexions wounds the man of worth, 

if wantonly the deviates from her plan, 

And quits the a@or to expofe the man, 

Atham’d, the marks that paffage with a blot, 
Aud hates the line where candour was forgot,’ 
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This apology is equally honourable, to the poet and 
to the player, and perhaps gave birth to the title of 
the poem. 

* In polifh’d*numbers, and majeftic found; 
Where fhall thy sival, Pope, beever found ? 
But whilft each line with equal beauty flows, 
E’en excellence, unvaried, tedious grows. 
Nature, through all her works, in great degree, 
Borrows a bleffing trom variety. 

Mufic itfelf, her needful aid requires, 

To roufe the foul, and wake our dying fires, 
Still in one key the nightingale would teaze; 
Still in one Key not Breat would always pleafe.’ 


Few, who are well acquainted with the writings of 

Pope, willdubfcribe to the juftnefs of this criticifm,. 
* But whilft each line with equal beauty flows, 
E’en excellence, unvaried, tedious grows.’ 

How excedlence cin evers grow tedious, it is difficuls 
to determine ; as it muft {till be excellence ; and, whe- 
ther unvaried, or otherwife, excellence muft always 
be the fubjeé of admiration, 

* Still in one key the nightingale would teaze.’ 

This is undoubtedly.true, if by. one key bie means. u 
difgufting monotony.—But how can this be applied to 
Pope, who is more remarkable for variety, than any 
other poet in our language? His accuracy.is, indeed, 
unvaried, and triplets and alexandrines, which origi- 
nated from barbarity, and were adopted by idlenefs, 
he ufés with laudable parfimony.—But every art.of skil- 
ful verfification, (and. furely variety is one of them) 
even his enemies acknowledyed, he poffeffed in the moft 
eminent degree—There are doubtlefs inftances of toa 
great uniformity of paufe in fome paflages; but, we 
beliéve, thofe inftances are more rare in Pope, than 
in any Englith poet.—The following paflage, from his 
tranflation of the 1L1Ab, is as faylty in this refped ac 
any in his works. 

‘ As the young olive, in fome fylvan {cene, 
Crown'd by freth fountains with eternal green, 
Lifts the gay head, with fnowy flowerets fair, 
And plays and dances to the genile air. 

Every line here individually is good, but the whole 
paflage colleétively is faulty, becaufe in the three firif 
verfes, the paufe falls uniformly on the fourth fyllable, 
and by that uniformity deftroys variety which is cer- 
tainly no inconfiderable fource of pleafure. 





* Asthe young ol 
Crown'd by freth foun———-——— 
Lifts the gay head 





In the fourth line, the paufe varies, and every poet+ 
ical ear muit perceive, and derive pleafure from the- 
change. 

* And plays and darces to the gentle air.’ 

Pope is feldom guilty of this uniformity, from which 
if we examine the poet who cenfures him, we fhall find 
him not lefs free,—We will quote fome.of the lines 
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which contain the cenfure, although the whole paffage 
has. been cited before. 


¢ Nature througlr all ber works, in great degree, 
Borrows a blefling from variety. 
Mulfic itfelf her needful aid requires,’ 

In thefe numbers we fivd the fame want of variety, 
which we remarked in the. paflage from Pope.—The 
paufe uniformly falls in the fame place, on the fourth 
fy lable. 

* Nature through all 


Borrows 4 blef. 
Moific itfelf. 


If Pope, then, is no more, or even lefs guilty of 
uniformity, in his numbers, than other poets,. where 
does his want of variety appear? not furely in his works, 
which are fo various, both in their ftyle and fubjec 
matter, that he has jirftly been called a poetical Proteus, 
His Abelard and Eloifa, his morai epifties, his Rape 
ef the Lock, his Imitations of Horace, and tranflations 
from Homer, exhibit fuch a2 wondérful combination of 
great and diflimilar powers, as perhaps, never before, 
united inone man. The cenfure of Churchill, there- 
fore, mutt be confidered, as whiolly unfounded, the re- 
fult of a judgment too hatty to decide, not to fay too 
much biaffed by that prejudice and envy, which we are 
apt to feel towards a powerful rival, 
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NOTICES OF 


THOMAS CORYATE, AN ECCENTRIC TRAVELLER... 


Tuomas Cony ate, of Shandean memory, was one 
of thofe characters, which the French would rank among 
the bizzares. He had learning, but wanted judgment, 
which is alone equivalent to all the other faculties of 
the mind. He travelled over a great part of Europe 
on foot, and diftinguifhed himfelf by walking nine hun- 
dred miles with one pair of thoes, which, as he informs 
us, he got mended at Zurich. He afterwards traye]. 
led into the eaftern countries ;- and feems to have been 
at leaft as frugal in meatand drink, as he was in floes ; 
as he tells his mother in aletter to her that in his ten 
months travels betwixt Aleppo and the Mogul’s court, 
he {pent but three pounds, living “ reafonably well” for 
about two pence a day. By his i}l timed. zeal for chrif- 
tianity, he fometimes ventured his lite, having, an 
feveral occafions, publicly declared Mahomet to be an 
impoiter. He delivered an oration to the Mogul, in 
the Perfian language, and fpoke that of Indoftan, with 
{uch volubility, that he was an overmatch for a noto- 
rious {cold in her mother tongue. The title of his book 
of travels will- give the reader of his life a tolerable 
idea of the quaintneds of his character, “« Crudities, haf- 





| E’re the bottle before us is done, 
7 


tily gobbled up in five months travels, in France, Sa- 
voy, Italy, Rhetia, Helvetia, fome parts of High Ger- 


many and the Netherlands.” ; 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 





A Dtatocur between Pottioand Lypra, imitated frome 
Horace, Odeg: Lib 3. 


POLLIO. 


Wartsr round thy neck his arms no rivai threw, 
Whilft Pollio only pleas’d thy partial eye, 
On wings of down, the golden moments flew, 
And Perfia’s monarch was lefs bleft than!. 
LYDIA. 
Whilft you to pleafe your faithful Lydia ftrove, 
Ere Sylvia’s beauty chang’d thy fickle breafl; 
Heav’n knows how much | priz’d my Pollio’s love, 
or Perfia’s emprefs was not /alf {o blett. 
POLLIO. 
Now Sylvia to my heart alone is.dear, 
So fweet fhe pours the foul-diffolving air; 
For her not death itfelf would Pollio fear, 
If pitying fate would fpare the charming fair. - 
LYDIA. 
For me young Damon breathes the tender figh, 
And fwears eternal conftancy and truth ; 
For him a thoufand deaths would Lydia die, 
It pitying fate would {pare the lovely youth. 
POLLI0O. 
But fhould I feel my former love return, 
And bind it faft with Hyanen’s filken chain, 
Leave Sylvia her deferted charms to mourn, 
And clafp my Lydia in thefe arms again ? 
LYDIA. 
Though Damon as the morning {tar is fair, 
And you tempeftuous as the raging fea, 
He conitant, you more fickle than the air, 
With pleafure would I live, with pleafure die with thee. 





SELECTIONS. 
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A NOSZGAY OF CULLED FLOWERS, WITH NOTHING OF OUR 
OWN, BUT THE THREAD, THAT TIES THEM.” 








Horace, book 1, ode rs, Imitated, 


Never trouble your head, my dear boy, withto-morrow, 
*Tis enough, that the prefent we know ; 

Nor need we to hear, what thall happen next year 
To gypfies, or conjurors go, 

Perhaps we may yet, fora winter, or moje, 
Be indulg’d with our innocent fun; 

Or, by death call’d away, who will not be faid, nay 


“72 
















































rel oe 


a ys oa 
- 


36 THE TABLET. pe 





> 





Let us jive, while we may, and enjoy what we have, 
Good liquor, a friend, and a fong ; 

Be rul'd by.the wife, and feize time ashe flies’ 
Thus our lives, tho’ a fpan, will be long. 

While I fpeak, hark! the clock hasthis moment ftruck four, 
*Tother bottle, and caftaway forrow ; 

Let us drink and be gay, for ’twill quickly be day, 
He’s a fool, that dependson to-morrow. 





ANECDOTES, 
f ______] 

Mrs. Wess, of Covent Garden Theatre, was rehearf- 
ing the part of Lady Anne, in Richard the Third, .at 
Lynn, in Norfolk, in much diftrefs, about the year 
1778—When fhe came to that paflage where the dif- 
confolate fair utters, ‘‘ Shall never have reft again,” 
her irafcible landlady, who had been liftening, fud- 


So. a 


denly popped her head into the room, and with her arms — 


a-kimbo, bellowed, “‘ No, thou waggabone, that you 
fhan’t, till you have paid me for your board and:lodg- 
ing.” 
= 
ORIGINAL. 

Authors of rapid and glowing inventien are not un- 
frequently curfed with the tardy tongue. Thomfon, 
who paints fo accurately the fruits of Summer, and bru- 
mal horrors, could not read audibly what was fo happily 
written ; and Congreve, when he pronounced the co- 
medy of the Old Batchelor. a.play unrivalled in wit, 
difplayed fuch faultinefs of tone, and fuch miftake of 
emphafis, that the players concluded he had no talents 
for dramatic writing. 





LEVITIES, 








taytey a feeble imitator of Porz, and Mifs Sewann, a very dif- 
fant relation of Sarrno, are noted for complimenting each other 
in the Gentleman’s Magazine ; they are tartly jeered in the fol- 
lowing lines, 
Ti C KLE ze, fays Mr. Hayley, 
Tickle me, Mifs Seward, do.— 
Depend upon’t, then I'll not fail ye, 
But, in my turn, will tickle you. 
To it then they fell a tickling. — 
She, «Sir, your poems are divine!” 
He. « Ma’am, Vil aver it without ftickling 
You alone are ali the nine !’ 


She. Britain’s wonder, Britain’s glory ! 
Mr. Hayley, that is you! 
He. «Ma’am, you carry all before ye— 
Truft me LircurreLp’s Swan you do.’ 


Thus thefe feeble BARDLINGs fquandering, 
Each on each their lavifth rhymes, 
Set the foolifh reader wondering 
At the Genius of the times, 





Lord Cowper, when at the bar, was wont fay of 
Chief Juftice Holt, that ‘‘ He had butlittle wit, but 
then he had it always about him-’’ 


‘Toa Lady, who afked the author what Heaven and Heit 
are, and where they lay. 
Tue ebbing pulfe, that beats f high, 
The quicken’d fparkle of your eye, 
The thrilling breaft, the glowing kifs, 
Sweet preludes of ecitatic blifs, 
The feaft divine of all your charms, 
Are proofs that HFAVEN lies in your arms: 
To afk, and be denied this pieafure. 
To fee another thare this treafure ; 
To be the object you deteft, 
And hear him prais’d, whom you leve beft ; 
To feel all this, ah! need I tell, 
That in thefe feelings lies a HELL. 
——— ee 
STANZAS TO GALLA, 


Sweer girl, on thee thevarying year, 
Its every gift beftows ; 

Thy cheeks, thy lips from Spring derive 
The beauties of the rofe, 

The Summer's fun more luftre boafts, 
Reflected from your eyes, 

And Autumn in thy breaft has plac’d 
A povuBLe PARIS PRIZE. 

To ftamp perfection on thy charms, 
Old Winter's {tore is brought ; 

The whitenefs of his fnow he gives, 
And fpreads it, where he ougiit. 


The late Duxre of CumBerLAND met Gipson, the 
celebrated hiftorian, at Curistie’s, in Pall-Mall— 
the following dialogue enfued—‘ Ah, Giszon, how 
are you?” “‘ 1am well, I hope your Royal Highnefs 
is well.”—*+ So, fo, like a poor mantua-maker, at a 
body may fay; but I fuppofe you are at your old trade 
of bafket making, hey, Gipson, fcribble, fcribble, 
feribble, fcribble !’—-The developer of Roman faéte, 
locked piteous on the fprig of royalty, and tacitly left 
him. 

eae Sas 

A vERBAL Errvusion, at the conclufion of Mrs, 
Inchbald’s play of /’°1/ tell you what. 

This Lady mok fervilely copies the college: 

She profeffesto teach, butwe’re left without knowledge. 


An Impromptu on feeing “irs. IncuBALD’s Comedy 
of Such things are. 


That fuch things are, I muft allow ; 
But fuch things never were—till now. 
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